2 TO MY WIFE.
*Tis many a year since you and I,
In holy troih and faith,
Joined heart and hand, and vowed to ba
Husband and wife till death.

Ah me, how much of good and {ll,
Of pleasure and of paln,

Our eyes have seen, our hearts have fele,
Dear wife, dear heart, since then!

Yet In our humble home-nest we
8til] happy sit, and sing

A sweeter song than skylarks trill,
In pralse of love and spring.

When winter comes (o us, and clouds
Obscure the light of day,

Wem ur not, because we know
That we have had our May:

We know behind the clouds the sun
Shines somewhere In the blue,

And that the darkest night but brings
The stars more clear to view.

-

By bearing one another's griefs,
Thelr welght one-half is less,

And sharing one another's joys,
We doubles happlness;

Life, measured by this golden ruls,
Becomes, despite the tears

‘Which sometimes blur the bluest akies,
A round of happy years,

And with this golden rule, dear wile,
We ever will comply,

In sweet contentment seeing thus
The Ude of time glide by.

RNeady. whate'er the outcome be,
Life's shade or shine to share,

Content to know [is Issues are
Bafe In cur Father's care.

“They truest live who live for love,
Love s life's crown of bliss,
The soul of life 1s deathleas love—
Who loves immortal is!
—Charles W Hunter, In Atlania Constitu-
tion.

An Army Wife.

-

BY CAPTAIN CHARLES KING.

{Capyrighted, 1856, by F. Tennyson Neely.]
SYNOPSIS.

Chapter 1. — Fannle Mcl.ane, a young
widow, Is Invited to visit the Graftons
&t Fort Sedgwick. Her alster tries to dis-
suade her, &8s Ruandolph Merriam (whom
she had Jilted for old McLane)and his bride

are stationed there.
Chapter IL.—FPannle McLane's wedding
causes family feellng. A féw months later
= she, while traveling with her husband,

meets Merriam on hia wedding trip.

Chapter 111.—Some time previcus to this
Merriam had gone on a governmeant sur-
wey, fallen ill, and had been nursed by Mra
“Premaine and davghter Florence. A hasty
oote from Mrs. McLane's stepson takes

. him to the plains,

Chapter IV.—Young McLane dictates to
Merriam a dylng message, which Is sent
to Parry (a young Chileago lawyer and
brother-in-law of Mrs. McLan#). Reply
causks Merriam to swoon, IHe ls taken to
the Tremaine's; calls for Flerence.

Chapter V. — Engagement of TFlorence
Tremaline to Merriam is announced; wed-
ding shortly follows.

Chapter VI.—Mr. McLane |s mysterlous-
Iy shiot in San JFrancisco. Merrlam is
greéatly excited when he reads account In
papers. While still fn mourning Mrs. Mc-
Lane prepares to visit Fort Bedgwick

Chapter VIL—Mrs. McLane arrives at
the fort. Merriam is startled at the news,
and he and his wife absent themselves
from the formal hop that evening.

Chapter VIIL—Mp, and Mra. Merriam
pay thelr respects to the widow on an
evening when she would be sure to have
many other callers. When the call 1s
returned Merriam s away, and his wife
pleads lliness ns excuse for not seeing
her. Mrs. McLane recelves telegram: “*Ar-
rested, Chicago. Your uncle stricken—par-
alysia. You will bhe summoned. Becurs
papern, otherwise lose everything. C. M.™
8he faints and s revived with difficulty.

Chapter IX,—Mrs. McLane deslres to see
Merriam. Grafton persundes him to go,
but the widow postpones the meeting till
next noon.

Chapter X. — Florence learns Merrlam
has been to see Mra, Mclane, and In a
storm of pasalon will not allow him
to explain. Shortly after Merrinm s In-
tercepted by Fannie McLane &s he is pass-
ing throughGrafion's yard. Florence wit-
messes the meeting, which she supposes
has been prearranged,

Chapter X1.—Mrs. McLane begs Merriam
for papera given him by her stepson, but
which he tells her were all forwarded to
Parry. Merriam s seriously wounded in
fight with greasers,

Chapter XII.—Florence, In her deep dis-

appolntment, leaves her home in the night !

for her father's at the cantonment.

Chapter XI1II.—Three personal telegraph
messages come for Merrinm from Parry.
Latter ia notified of Merriam's mishap
miles from post. A dispatch from her law-
¥er on his way to the fort, together with
account of serlous injuriea to Merriam,
cauges Mre, Mclane to faint.

Chapter XIV —Merriam Is brought in (n
the ambulonce, inguires for Florence, but
£ets ouly an evasive answer, doctor fear-
ing news of her flight may prove fatal to
him.

Chapter XV.—During sabsence of hos-
Phtal attendant Mrs. McLane steals In
on’ Merriam, hoping to get from hlm some
papers or information: tells him of his
wife's disappearanced Randy staggers out
to the stable, end s showily galloplng
madly off over the mesa. Ars. McLane
breaks down, tells of dying message of
her stepson to effect that the first Mra,
McLane was alive at time of her (Fan-
mnle's) marriage, and of the bisckmail and
extortion practiced on McLane by his
first wife and her famfly. Finally this Mrs,
McLane agreed to leave him on payment of
& blg cash sum. Mclane hears that his
Sacramento wife had married rgain, but
lawyers sent to investigele are confronted
by the news of her death.

CHAPTER XV.—CoxXTIXUED.
They found her grave, headstone and
all, but could get no trace of her long-
devoted lover. It was surmised that he
- bad taken what wus left of the money
L and gone clsewhere in search of con-
solation. McLane came back to New
York, met Fanny Hayward, fell in love,
 and Uncle Mellen urged the match in
1 <every way;: and we know the result
There was a fortnight in which McLane
=scemed the happiest of men. Then came
a shock. Fanny found him nearly
<razed with trouble. A letter had come
purporting to be from that supposed-
to-be-dead woman demanding further
beavy payment as the price of her si-
Bence, McLane honestly told Fan the
truth, and was astonished at her de-
<ision. She bade him “pay the money
and have done with it.™
“ . They might have doubted the genu-
ineness of her letter, but there was no
doubting that of young McLane'sdying
sfatement, witnessed by the officers
from Sedgwick. He declured his moth-
er nlive. And so one crime led to an-
other. No sooner had they reached
California than the whole Perkins
family seemed resurrected, and black-
mauil was their business. The eldest
sister demanded heavy hush-money,
" and it was paid. The second sister
gurned up with her husband and a pre-

posterous

haunted him at the San Francisco club,
and the man, drunk and triumphant,
insolently demanding money that
night, had fired that well-nigh fatal
shot when repudinted, defied, and
struck., The very next day at their
hotel came a letter warning them to si-
lence as to the identity of the assailants.
So long as these latter were allowed to
escape arrest they would keep the se-
cret, but if arrested and brought to
trial they would prociaim MecLane a
bigamist. All this was made known to
Cnele Mellen, and he, too, backed the
niece's cause and kept up the deception,
F:ut no one could tell where the first
wife was hidden. “She will be pro-
duced when needed, and her money
must be paid through her sister.” The
money, a large sum, was paid, and then
there was temporary peace. DBut Me-
Lane drooped and died under the
weight of shame and anxiety. There
was quarreling between the widow and
the guardian and further demands
from those cormorants, who now open-
1y threatened to claim the dead man's
estate for the widow and ber son—they,
at least, knew nothing of the Iatter's
death; and then Fanny, ceming to Sedg-
wick, tried to reassert her old sover-
signty over Merriam and to gain pos-
session of the papers of which her hus-
band had told her and whieh Randy had
long since sent to Parry, but concern-
ing which she had never spoken to her
brother-in-law, believing him to be ig-
norant of their existence; and it
pleased Ned Parry to let her live on in
ignorance that he had them. He tool
® curious interest in making a study of
lier, and had, without consulting his
client, & more than professional inter-
est in the case.

But now Bulloek, the man who shot
MecLane, had been traced to and ar-
rested in Chicago, together with his
dashing helpmeet. Uncle Mellen had
been prostrated by paralysis as a re-
sult of the news. The secret could be
no longer kept, and Fanny McLane,
hunted, desperate, self-deluded, and
self-drogged, believed herself a ruined
woman when at last Ned Parry came,

Too ill to see him, she scemed at
least relieved to know he bnd come, and:
that night in Grafton's parlor he sat
gravely listening to Harriet's recitul of
what Fanny had detailed to her, mak-
ing no comment, but taking it all in,
when, just at tattoo, a trooper dis-
mounted at the gate and bore to Mrs,
Grafton a brief missive from her hus-
band. It was written that morning
nearly 20 miles northwest of Jose's
ranch.

“You must prepare Merriam for the
worst,” it said. “There is reason to he-
lieve poor Florence has fallen into the
hands of a little band of Apaches. The
sign is unmistakable and we are just
slarting in pursuit.”

CHAPTER XVI.

Late that anxious night one battalion
of the riflers returned to Sedgwlck,
Hayne's company one of the four, and
very grave he loocked when told of the
evenis of the past 48 hours. Actling on
the report of Capt. Grafton that Apache
signs had been found in the foothills
north of Jose's, Buxton had grdered an-
other troop to march to reenforce him,
and this troop Hayne obtained permis-
sion to mccompany. It marched at
dnwn, o he had barely three hours in
which to prepare. Mr. Parry, wearied
with his journeying and many cares,
had been escorted to Merriam's vacated
quarters by Whittaker some little time
before midnight, and there he was
made welcome by Hop Ling and given
the room abandoned by the master of
the honse so short a time before. Many
people, between anxiety as to the fate
of their beloved Florence and their
eagerness to receive the riflers on their
return, sat up until two o'clock; but
| Parry, though filled with anxiety as
keen, was well aware that nothing was
to be gained by his spending a wakeful
night and listening to all manner of the-
ory os to the cause of the fair fugitive's
sudden deflection from the road to the
ranch. Hayne, therefore, did not meet
nor see him, but, assoon as it was light,
rede forth ahend of the troop, meaning
10 go first to Jose's, see his wife and Dr.
Gould, and then strike sut northward,
confident of meeting the second troop
somewhere in the open country that
there spread for miles before him,

Buxton had sent a party on the trail
of Merriam within an hour of his dash
and with orders to bring him back to
the post, but they had not been heard
from since their start, “and,” said Whit-
taker, “they're not likely to be. Those
fellows barely ride one mile to Randy’s
two. It's my belief he will just pull up
at Jose's and tKen go straight on to the
fonthills, as probably she did.”

Eut Randy was bhaving o ride the like
of which was not recorded in the annals
of Fort Sedgwick since the days when,
leng before the war, the First Dragoons
and the Navajos battled for the master-
ship of the Santa Clara. Ignorant os
yet of the report of Apaches in the
foothills of the Mescalero, his one the-
ory was that she had gone to Jose's,
intending from@here to push on to the
cantonment. The thought of her dar-
ing 20 long and so hard a ride at a time
when she should be guarded with the
utmost care was in itself a source of
dire distress to him, and he could hard-
Iy have speeded faster and with grim-
nier "determination to defy all pain or
weariness bad he dreamed of the dead-
ly perils that lurked about her path.
Of the fact that Valdez and his few fol-
lcwers had eventually fled northward
and across the road to the Catamount
he bad heard nothing. Through Hop
Ling's chatter he had gathered that
Grafton and his mep were gone In
search of Florence and that Mrs. Hayne
and Dr. Gould wereat Jose's. He dare
not stop to make inguiries at the gar-
rison. He was under medicsl care—
therefore under doctor's orders, and
on complaint of the acting sur-
geon it would be perfectly com-
petent for Buxton to place kim
in close arrest. His one idea; there-
fore, was to put as much ground

dmnd.hltm the.y—who [ as pessible between the post and him-

self. He know he could get another
horse at Jose's, so Brown Dick was
never spared an instant. At three
o'clock, galloping free, the gallant
borse was stretching away northwest-
ward over the low, rolling earth-waves
that seemed to spread to the very lap
of the Mescalero, spanning the horizon
foward the setting sun. Far behind
him, the scattered ranches’ and the
sparse green folinge of the Santa Clara.
Far away on either hand, the lumpy,
sandy barren, dotted everywhere with
little dull-hued tufts of coarse herbage
or stunted sage. Ahead of him the tor-
tuous, twisting, dusty trail, dented
with scores of hoof-prints, the tracks of
Grafton's troop on its way to the res-
cue. By this time Randy was burning
with thirst, but the water in his can-
teen was warm and nauseating. He
raised the felt-covered flask to his Jips
from time to time and rinsed his mouth
and moistencd his parching throat, but
that did not allay the craving. He had
£till 30 miles to go before he could reach
Jese's and exchange Brown Dick fora
broncho, and have Dr. Gould renew the
dressing of his wounded arm. He
knew that Florence had failed to appear
there, but he knew her pluck and spir-
it, and believed he kuew the reason—
that there might be sojourners there
either from the Catamount er from the
post who would seek to turn her back
or hold her there; and he knew that in
her overwrought, half-maddened state
she was starving for her mother's pet-
ting and her father's arms. He knew
her so well that any attempt to dissunde
her now would result, he felt assured,
only in frantic outburst and more de-
termined effort to push ahead.

Then he had another and even better
reason for thinking he could quickly
find Mignon's trail, although it might
be miles to the north of Jose's. On
their return from their latest visit to
the Catamount they were having a
glorions run with the hounds one love-
Iy November morning, and the jack-
rabbits led them far out to the north
of the rond among the buttes and
bowlders that clustered about the
course of a little stream, barely a yard
wide:anywhere, that rippled out from
smong the foothills only to be lost in
the sands of the desert to the enst. One
vigorous old rabbit, close followed by
the hounds, had tacked suddenly and
darted up this nurrow valley, and Floy
and Mignon, all excitement, darted aft-
er him, while Randy, guiding Brown
Dick behind, watched with fond, proud
eyes his young wife's graceful, fear-
less riding. Far up toward the head
of thie brook poor jack had been tossed

A briof missive from her husband.

in alr by the pointed muzzle of his
closest pursuer and then pounced
upon by the ponting hounds, and Kan-
dy found that they were in a little am-
phitheater among the buttes—found
the little spring in which the streamlet
hnd its birth, and there they dismonnt-
ed and unsaddled and let the horses
roll; and here they took their luncheon,
and had a happy, loving hour, all alone
with the horses and hounds in this lit-
tle world of their own; and Floy had
named the spot—a fond, foolish little
caprice, perhaps, and vowed that it
was (o be her refuge by-and-by, *“This
iz where I am coming to build my lone-
ly cloister one of these days, when you
grow weary of me, sir,” she had laugh-
ingly said. And now, ns he plied spurs
to Dick's heaving sides, Randy won-
dered, wondered whether it might not
be that she had made that wide detour
around Jose's purposely to find and re-
visit that romantic little nook and there
pour out her grief to the solitude of the
silent foothills,

Al five o'clock Brown Dick was black
with sweat and dust and streaked with
foam, but still pressed gamely on, and
Randy, with white, set face, in which
ileep lines of pain and weariness were
graving, gazed fixedly ahead with burn-
Ing, fevered eyes, conscious that
strength was failing him and praying
for the first sight of those dun adobe
walls of Jose’s sheltering ranch.

Just &t seven o'clock of the early win-
ter'sevening thedenizensof Jose's heard
the thud of horse’s hoofs at the gate
and.the- Hail of a feeble voice. Jase's
wife at that moment whs in half-tearful
talk with Mrs, Hayne, who from dawn
till dark bad been on watch—hoping
against hope for tidings of Florence,
and who now, wearied with long vigil
and well-nigh worn out with anxiety,
was lying down in search of sleep.
Gould, veteran soldier and surgeon that
he was, could no longer bear the sus-
jense and inaction at the ranch. He
bad borrowed one of Jose's horses, and,
with a haif-breed Mexican for guide,
kad ridden away at dawn, hoping to
strike Grafton's trail and follow him
into the mountains, whither he was
supposed to have ridden in pursuit of
the Apachea. Gould was a skeptic. He
said he didn't believe a dozen Apaches
were off their reservation. He didn't
beljeve half a dozen had ventured over
the New Mexican line, and if any had
be was willing to bet a month’s pay
they were not hostile, This was com-
forting to Mrs. Hayne, fut Jose's people
were not so easily cured of their con-
viction. By the time the rumor reached
the ranch, brought in by stampeded

herdsmen, no one of whom had seen an

[ Indian, but each of whom could tell

tremendous tales of their doings in the
valley, it was declared that at least 50
of Victorio's old band were raiding the
Sanm Clara and might be expected to
assault Jose's at any moment. The
corral was filled, therefore, with serag-
gy cow ponies and swarthy men, and
the sight of an officer, one-armed, pal-
lid, exhausted, reeling earthward from
an equalliy exbausted steed, wagall that
Was necessary to complete the panic.
Over half the Mexicans present made
mad rush for the subterranean refuge
known as the “dug-out,” and but fora
couple of troopers who bad put into
Jose's with lamed and useless horses
Randy would have gone headlong to the

and bore him inside the ranch, where
the sight of his death-like face drove
Jose almost frantic. But the troopers
knew what to do for their officer and
speedily brought him round, and when
he asked for Dr. Gounld they told him of
his going, and Randy's next demand
was for coffee and a fresh horse.
{ro 38 cosTINUND,]

A PERFECT DOCUMENRNT.

Criticiams of the Declaration of in.
dependence Are Easily Dis-
poscd OF.

The Devlaration- is: divided into two
parts: First, the statement of certain
general principles of the rights of men
and peoples, and, second, an astiack on
George 1. as a tyrant, settiog forth
in a series of propositions the wrongs
done by him to the Americans which
justified them in rebellion. Criticism
has been directed first aguinst the at-
tack on the king, then to the originali-
ty of the doctrines enunciated, then
against the statement of the rights of
man, Jeflerson's “self-evident truths,™
and finally againat the style.

The last criticism is easily disposed
of. Year after year, for more than a
century, the Declaration of Independ-
ence has been solemnly read in every
eity, town and hamlet in the United
States to thousands of Americans, who
tave heard it over and over again, and
who listen to it in reverent silence aod
rejoice that it is theirs to read. If it
had been badly written, the most ro-
bust patriotism would be incapable of
this habit. False rhetoric or turgid
sentences would have been their own
death  warrant, and the pervading
American sensa of humor would have
scen to its execution. The mere fact
that Jefferson's words have stood sue-
cessfully this endless repetition is in-
fallible proof that the ddeclaration has
the frue and high literary quality which
alene could have preserved through
such trinls its impressivencss and its
savor. To those who will stwdy the
Declaration carefully from the literary
gide, it is soon apparent that the Eng-
lish is fine, the tone noble and dignified,
and the style strong, clear and impos-
ing.—Senator H. C. Lodge, in Scrib-
ner’s.

STORY OF THE GREAT LAKES.

A Frulifual Source of Materinl for
the Writers of History
nand Fiction.
There is much of thrilling juterest,

much of romance, much of daring sur-
roumcling the shores of these lakes,
much in a study of the carly periods of
their history, for the historian or the
novelist. A long time ago—so long it
seems like ancient history to us—the
first white man, probably about the
middle of the sixteenth century, saw
these lukes. It is not so ensy to fix a
date for this event, but we know that as
early as 1530 to 1540 the French priests,
the voyagers and the coureurs de bois,
the trappers and adventurers of the day,
visited the eastern lnke region oun the
north. They came with two messages:
one bore tidings of the commerce, and
proved that the French nation wasalive
to the valwe of the mew country; the
other told the story of the Christian re-
hgion. Tt were well, perhaps, to men-
tion another message—a more or less
baleful one—brought by the adventur-
ers; for there were adventurers among
these early discoverers—men who had
no other motive than to seek the strange
and the exciting, and to spend their
days in the alluring and profitiess occu-
pation of seeing how many hairbreadth
cscapes they could enjoy, in bow many
scenes of pillage and robbery they could
take part.

Those who have written so gracefully
and elegantly of the early history of the
regions surrounding the northern por-
tions of the great lakes have but begun
to tell the tales which will be told with
more and more freedom of invention as
the writers of the future come to ap-
preciate more and more what a splendid
storehousc of material les in 1this
Northland.—W. S. Harwood, in St. Nich-
olas.

Ne Novelty.

“I’'m dfeard,” remarked Firmer Corn-
tossel, “thet the period of usefulness fur
that politician is about to be drawed to
a close.™

“What's the matter?” inquired his
wife, *is it a case of overwork ?"

“No,” was the answer; * "tain"t nothin”
go onusual as overwork. It's a plain,
old-fashioned case of overtalk.—Wash.
ington Star,

After the Comcert.

Mr. Wellwood—How did you like
Mme. Mebley? )

Miss Highrocks—She was wretched.

“I"'m astonished to hear you say that.
I thought she isas in fine voice.”

*“Oh, her volce may have been all
right, but I'm sure the gown she wore
never could have been mude in Paris.”
—Cleveland Leader.

Not to DBe Frightemed.

Said the mdnister to an vld lady of an
irreligious disposition: “Womaa! d'ye
mind there's a place where there’s wail-
ing and gnashing of teeth?” *“Ye'll no
fright me wi' that,” saidthe dame. “I've
never ane left in my head to gnash wi'.™
—Household Words.

ground. They caught him just in time,"

A Frublem for Her.
“Are you good sl anlbwetic, my
fear?” asked Mr. Perkasie of s wile,
“1 was asceuuBied the very best
arithmetician =t school,” replied Mrs.
Perkasie with a touch of pride in her
1oice.
=1 have a problem for you.”
“Swate it.”
“How can | buy $93 worth of presents
xith $15 in cash acd po credit?"—
Judge.

. En Pssant.

A maid—her name | will not give—

For years had dyed that she might ilve
She dyed her checks, she dyed her lips,
And she likewise dyed her finger Lipsa.
But she died at last and left a store

D1 dyes, and now she'll dye 20 more.
—Chicago Dally News.

DISINTERESTED COUNSEL.

He—If you eatl 160 much cake, you'll
sure to be ilL.—St, Paul’s,

(nbeaten.
Who Is the lightweight champlon?
Who? Whny, bless your soul,
The man in summer who selis ice,
And in winter time seils coal.
—N. Y. Journal

Speaking from Experience.

Pupit—1 wounder how it is that the
blind receive more coosideration from
us than the deaf?

The Philosopher—The reason is plain,
my son. It is because they are able
to listen to our old stories and yet are
unable to see our shady sctions.—Ally
Slaper.

Ome oy the Other.

AMites—1'm celebrating the fortieth
anniversary of my birth to-day.

Giles—And yet, judging from your
appearance, no one would 1ake you {ur
a fool.

Miles—Why, what do you mean?

Giles—Nothing—only you're not a
philosopher, are you?—Chieago Record.

Hard Ludk.

Visitor—It's sad aboul the man who
was found dead fu his room from blow-
ing out the gas.

Hotel Maoager—Yes, it's too had.
Nobody has claimed the body, and as e
paid his last dollar for the room we
don’t koow who is going 1o pay for the
gas.—Chiecago Journal.

Winter Wenther,
The crimson of the forest leaves
When the autumn days are gone,
But the toper's nose Erows redder
As the winter weareth on.
—Tammany Times.

MORE TRAIN WRECKING,

The Bench—What's the charge, con-
stable?

Pecler—Prisoner was fourd putting
his wife's mince pies on the railway
lines, your worship!—Ally Slape:.

in & Nutshell.
The other day a wise one spoke,
So the words of wisdom ran:
Woman—she's always workiog
Embroldery or a man,
—Puck.
The Two Extremes.
Wiggs—1 really cuo’t help smiling
when | see littie Soapleigh out with
that lanky wife of bis, sbe looks 50 aw-
tully tall with him. .
Wagzs—Yes, | daresay; but | can
teil you she’s very short with him at
times.—Ally Sloper.

The Thing He Thought 0f.
~Mopey, you kuow, is the root of all
ewil”

“1 wonder ¥ we'd have to root so
hard for it If it wasn't?™ — Chicago
Daily News.

He Saw It, Thesn.
Jones—They say the girl
married was cross-eyed.
Hrowo—Yes; but he pever fully re-
alized it wouil after ber money was
yone.—Puck.

Dawson

At the End.
Lives of milllonaires remind us
That although we slave and save
We musi leave It all behind us
When we rumble to the grave.
Leader.

in the Same Businsas
“So ber busband s #n editor ™ Y
“Yes. Bat, good land! If there's
joytlbing in the way of news che can
seat bim publisbing it abroad."—Eal-

timorg Susa.

Agrecing wilh MHMer.
=Pon’'t you ihiuk, Leomgas” said Mr,
Meckion's wile, “ghat wowen ougnt 1o
be assisted o lewuing a pertecuy in-
dependent and unirammeled exist-
ence ™
“Certainly, Hewrietia,” was the an-
swer, “and I presuwme that is why so
many of them consedl 1o get married.”
—Washington Siar.

English Livery Stable Joke.
Job Masier—I] w alrasg, 210r, L must
a2k you 1o pay iu advaoce for ibhe hire
of the borse. ‘
Amnteur Rider—Wbkat's that for?
Are you afraid thut 1 aball come back
witbout the horse?

Job Masigh—Obh, po; but the horse
might come back without your—Tii-
Biws.

A —————

Disguniited.

“Poor Mrs. AMotlberdere!™
claimed Mr. Meektion's wife.
“What bas bappeuved 10 her?"
*She had g declive our invitation 1o
read a paper on lhe proper manuage-
ment of children because she was o
buxy. looking after. ber familyd"™—
\Washington Star.

ex-

The Soeciml Whirl, .
Trotler—What has become of Struck-
ile? When 1 left he was makiog des
perate efforts to get into the first so-
ciety. o

slomer—DBy the time he got in the
people who then composed the bes:
society had bursted up, so be’s now as
bad!sy off as he was before.—N. Y.
Weekly. L
Girl.

Such a: Uhstinmte
“1 fear,” said the fond mother, “ihas
we will bavxe to give our cousent 1le
Mabel's marriage to Mr. Jones.”
“What's the matter,” asked thegione
fisted father. “Won't she elope?™—
Chicago Most.
Hias Marriage.
An astronomical event
Is scheduled very scon:
The world wiil shortly he
eclipsed
Behind = honeymoon.
—Puck.

GREAT LUCK. -

-
Klondiker—You
struck great luck; did you find gold?

First say you've

Second Klondiker—No 1 fouud =
piece of bacon 1ha! somebody left im
this bole.—Boston Herald.

Deception.
The man who dyes hia hair and beard
Has finally to own,
Thinking others he decelvea,
That he decelves himself alone.
—Detroit Journal

Had a Good Time.
First Old Boy—Let me see, your oo
enjoyed & university career, I believe?
Second Old Boy (gWmiy)—Yes, he
appears to have done nothing else—the
bills are coming in still.—Ally Slaper.

A Fiard Struggle.
Sympathetic Friend—Agnd did your
busband die peaceably?
Sorrowing Widow—Oh, I'm affaid
not. We bad three doctors—Chitago
Daily News.

Frank Indorscment.

Mrs. Hunt—From what | bear of your
husband, 1 should infer that he is o man
of fron will

Mrs. Blunt—Yo#'re right he is. and
pigiron, at that.—Richmond Dispatch.

The Pink of Modesty.
She—I1'm not agreid of the best man
living!
He—1I1 hogpe net. dear. 1 don’t think
1 ever gave you any reason to be afraid
of me.—Yogkers Si1atesman.

A Pesalmiatieo View.
In all vocations, It appears,
Men plan to cheat and rob;
Even an bones! bullder's work
Is, at best, a put-up job.
—Chicago Daily News

POETICAL EXPHESSION,

“Oh, tbst | bad the wings of a pird.™
—XN. Y, Evering Journal.

ABte-Mortem.

When he hasn't & brake on his wheel
Al the top of the hili—it s said
That the inquest may later reveal
A very large break in jis head
—Judge.

An Object of Pursuit.
“It is money that makes & man im-
portant.”
“] don't know; it seems to me "m of
more importance when 1 hvﬂ\lq -

I money.”—Chicago Record.




